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over
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and I wovld
break tttBOf hat. the
her *¦ . ·- gold bag with tbe
broken chain -the bag' Why, It was
In m> poeket %t that moment

I g· · : .ilnfully aad found my
roat TOB, th» r·· wax '

ging with an opulent suggestion of
wealth Inside. I went back I
again, somewhat dizzy. .frort
and the tOttCh Of ÜM tr:nk»-·
hers I held it up by I' chain
end gloated over It. By careful
tlon to order*, I ought to be out In a
day or so. Theo -I could return it to
her I really ought to do that; It was
valuable, and I wouldn't care to trust
It to the mail I could run down to
Richmond and s· r.ce.the.e
stras no disloyalty to Rich In that

I had no intention of opening the
little bag. I put It under my pi:.
arhich was my reason for r« fusing to
have tbe linen slips changed, to Mrs.
Klopton'a dismay. And sometimes dur¬
ing the morning, while I lay under a
glrgin field of white, ornamented with
.trange flowers, my cigarettes hidden
beyond discovery, and Science and
Health on a tab!«· by my elbow, as If
by the merest sccident, 1 slip my hand
under my pillow and touch It rev¬
erently.
Mcknight came in about 111 heard

his car at the curb, followed almost
Immediately by his slam at the front
door, and his usual clamor on the
Stairs He had a bottle under hie
arm, rightly surmising that I had
forbidden stimulant, and a at
Of cigarettes in his pocket, suspecting
nay deprivation.

"Well," he uald eheerfttDj/. "How
did you sleep sfter keeping ms up half
the nig:

I slipped my hand around: the purae
Was we!.
"Have it now. or wait till I get the

cork out*" he rattled on
"1 don't want snything." I protested.

1 wish you wouldn't be so dsrned
Cheerful. Rl< hey " He ttopped whit¬
tling to stare at ine.
"? am saddest when I sing"" he

cuoted unctuously It's purt» reac¬
tion. Inolile Yesterday the sky was
low; I was digging for my beat friend,
go-day.he lies before me, his peevish
«elf yesterday I thought the notée

hurned: to-day.? look forward
to a | .ntry chase, and
with kick we will

d sudd· -aha
¦

I asked, aa

stay a wo."
"Oh. ;

wo«
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irm
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hook

bed-

l and
It

How
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you
thun-

B day or

said,

"1 ? t??ß-
boslneoo

way,
case fi acci¬

dent. Mr Bloheley, last >esterday aft-
iKue. pleas·»."
in my mouth.

'.>n of the
light.
and

.ing data .·': moa?"
hair."

doc-
tor said peremptorily "No. A wom¬
an, with a fractured skull Beaotlfel
case. Van Kirk waa up to his «»yes
and sent for me. Hemorrhage, nscht-
slded paralysie, irregular pupila.all
the trimmings Worked for two
hours "

"Did ehe recover?" McKnight put in.
He waa examining the doctor with a
new ame
"She lifted her right arm before 1

.he doctor finished cheerily, "so
the operation waa a success, even if
she should die
"Good heavens." McKnight broke

in. "and 1 thought you were just aa
ordinary mortal, like the rest of ua!
Let me touch you for luck. Was aha
pretty?"

"Tea. and young Had a wealth of
bronte-colored hair. 'Jpon my soul,
1 hated to cut
McKnight and I exchanged glancea
"Do you know her name, doctor?" I

asked
"Ko The nurses said her clothes

came from a Pittsburg î.ilior."
"She is not OOOOCiOOfl, I suppose?"

sh. n.ay 01 >w.or la
a «v».ek "

He looked Si tas thermon.
murmured something about liquid dftot,
avoiding my « K'.opton was

broiling a chop at I and took
his departure, humming ?beetfolly as

he went dowastalra. McKnight looked
after him wistfully.

"Jove, I wish I had his constitu¬
tion," he exclaimed. seither DJ
nor heart! What a chauffeur ha would

Rut 1 »as serious.
"I ' said grimly,

'that this snv.'. arder
Is going to come up again, and that
your uncle will \,f in ?

fix if it does If t! ii is going
to di« to be around
to tr«r She knows a

. lot. if she il.ilnt d«> it h· rself * wish
yoo* would ?·> «lo«: telephone
and K-t the hospital Find out her

as."
McKnight vM-.nt und.r pi

ha%. . si, looking
at ohi «01 to meet Mrs. Weat
land 1 want you to
! know th« in Lollle. You would like
I the
I "Why not the daughter?" I la-
quljed. 1 touched the little gold bag

ulSaer tbe pillow
1 11." he said judicially, "you've

always declared against the immaturi¬
ty and romantic nonsense of very
young women."

"1 never said anything of the sort,"
I retorted furiously.
"There \n more satisfaction to be

had out of a c "he
QUOt·
Of a BOSS pony, and as "rnal
Biatr, me inst·
good ¦< ÍOJ
and a hunter, and I'll show you the
real Joys of t!.·

- heaven« aal
,y head ache."

I said
I hardly know what ! me

look
«? ?? ?· to do

'allty,
what vom wist '. one

? has
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I Knew That Bit of Ch¿

pillows. Then I lay back in a cold
perapiratlon. Wha* had

bad she stared so at the gun metal cig
case that morning on the train?

What had alarmed the farm¬
house·' had she taken baek to
the gate? Why did she wiah she had

And
last,ir how did a part

klace b 7 and
1 with blood?

;r» IfeJCnighl was still at
and amusing 1.:

with Mrs Klopton in the intervsl of
watting.
"Why did he come home in a gray

suit, when he went away in a blue?"
;>eat»d "Weil, wrecks are queer

things, Mrs ? The suit may
have turned gray with fright. Or per¬
haps ? !o as queer stunts as

lightning Friend of mine once was

lightning; he and the caddy
had taker. .der ¦ tree After
the flash, when they con-

sotaeaenees there was my friend in the
< atVay·* clothes, and the caddy in his.

And as my friend was a large man
and the caddy a very small boy."

McKnight'a story was Interrupted
by the indignant slam of the dining
room door. He was obliged to wait
some time, and even his eternal cheer¬

ing when he finally got
the hospital.

"Is I)r Van Kirk there?" he asked.
? you tell me

how the patient is whom Dt. Williams,
from Washington, operated on last
night? Well. In. glad of that. Is she
conscious? I>o you happen to know
her name? Yes. I'll hold the line."
There waa ¦ long pause, then Mc-

Knlght's ?·

"Hello.yes. Thank you very much.
Oood by."

11- OBJOM i.¡.stairs, two steps it a
time.

"??-K.k h. re. be aid, bursting into
the room, t! thing
in your theory, alter all. The woman's

-It may: ··, but
it'h curio illlvan."

dai ? tell ? ??, sitting
up suddenly i:. She's probably
a sister of tl adrel In lower
sev.n. and id of what he

\\ all I'll j." soon.
She's not lit the mean¬
time, the only tsstttg ¡ Is to
keep an eye, through ¦
the people whs) try to approach BrOtt
son. We'll hfl Bflfl continued,
anyhow. In the hope that the stolen

;m up
"

ind this arm," I said, paying
for my energy with sonn- . \· roclatlng
throbs **Tbere*a so seech to be look¬
ed after, and h :>· I am. bandaged,
splintered aad |.fliallj useless. It's
a t.· Badly sh.i

Do· ; ; that 1 am here," asid
McKttlghi tad another

tiling, when you feel this way Just r··

member there are two lesa desirable
places were you might be. One is
jail, and the other is." He strummed
on an imaginary harp, with devotional

Bat McKnighte light-hearted ness
<n me that morning. I lay and

frowned under my helplessness. V
by ChOftOO I touch«-«l th«· little gold j
bag. it seemed to scorch my fit

v. finding me uni l«-ft
r> his luncheon engagement with
West. As be clattered down

the stairs, 1 turned my back to the I
morning sunshine and abandoned my- j

Ry what strain on her
¦OSTI ¦

ir.R up, I wondered? Cnd«-r the cir¬
cumstances, would I dare to return
the 1 owing that I had it.
would she hate me for my knowledge?
Or bad I exaggerated th" Importance
of th· d in that case had

mo already?
ht had not gone, after

ig him, and I groaned

.dy's

I r

;Uii all the

saldf turn card.

asp ^s.

one of · ¦ she

¦ and
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Faded Roses.
I w

lag ai

in dally.

Now

ehe ?» ? iderly
on In

black, who sat around like a buzzard
on a night,
and wept, in -ito a

damp handker«

-h out a
that *

taire -

me?" I asked
licked me some¬

thing *ay, Hron-
snn's

"I'm .·' id I'm not OO his bond," I
said ! "He'll cltsar out."

? my
a suppose

he knows yo note« to
Pittsburg" The papers were full of

It And he kr cm-aped with
your lite and a broken arm from the
wreck. What do we do next? The
oomn ntinueo the case.

01 a dark night would
know '

sing."
p ; ploy so fast," I remonstrated.

"I have only one mm to your two.
Who is trailing Broasoal Did yuu
try to get Johnson?"

"I ookod for him. but he had some
work on hand."
"The murder's evidently a dead is¬

sue," I r< fleeted. "No, I'm not Jok¬
ing. The wreck destroyed all the eyi-

. I'm firmly «convinced those
notes will bo taVered, entier t«j us or
to Brooooo v«¦: .Johnson's a
blackguard, but he's a | etive
He re.','. fortune as a game
dog. Wliat'a he doing?"
McKnight put down his cards, and

rising, wool to the window. As he
held the « ¡rtain back his customary
grin ? little forced.
"To tell yoo the truth, Ixdlle." he

said, "for the last two days he haa
been watching a well known Washing-
ing attorn.y nani« d I OO I BOM ? IUak«>
ley. roes the street now."

It took a moment for me to grasp
what he h

"Why. it's ridiculous," I asserted
"What would th«-y trail me for? Go
over and tell Johnson to get out of
there, or I'll pot at him with my re-
?olv>

id t«'ll him that yourself."
McKnigr.t nid beai fo;
"Hell· . a Mule man
with string halt."

"I Braa'l see him," I said firmly.
bother« ii by re-

poiters "

\\ ; ither to Mrs. KIop-
ton's ' - in the lower

hall and of the boards as
:y OO the stairs. She

had a piece of paper Dl h· r hand t«>rn
from a pt ook and on it
was t ,.·, "Mr. Wilson Hudd
Botehklsi Importoat business."

"Ol. him up." I said re¬
signedly "Teere bettor put those
cards away, Ki< bey I fancy it's the
rector of the church around the cor¬
ner."
But wh« ? the door craned to admit

"The Stains You See and the Hole
Left by the Dirv

? alert 1:' adjusting
his glasses with nervous fingers, my

must have shown my dismay.
It was the amateur detective of the

lo!
I shook hands without enthusiasm.

of the
1 do me
e was no hope

that I ten any of the in-

which

ed, but it
waa evident he was h:^

the Ima,: k. and
ed him ar

:day tha»
had I rapid-

ght and think

:it to

1 glared at

by a:

I, a frs
isn't as funny as ··

.

your

to have er

somo-

did I
put that ?

a tab
muslin

' striped
lng.

f he said "The
iß by

waa

mr hand
I

s waa not listen¬
ing, for·

"Hei
* he inquired.

lay un-
DB** head.

Ie task,"

¦attar
of tl·.. th closed,

after · Bijflelt As far
as 1 was t to let it

"ther aur-
.v ; knew of.

and cea, there
la > our fa¬

vor.
1 torti .for in-

stsnec. as soon as 1 : red from
the Bhoch. Éten 1 ? inquiring
of your tailor that you invariably wore
dsrk clothing"
MeKnlght can*· f« ward Ihr.letting·

ly. "Who are you. anyhow?" he de-
man«! any busi¬
ness of yours ¦ was
entirely unruffled

"1 have a minor position here," he
said, reaching for a visiting card "I
am a very small patch on tbe seat of

mment, sir."
Mi Knight muttered something about

certain offensive designe against the
aald patch and retired grumbling to
the window. Our visitor was opening
the paper with a tnynendous expendi¬
ture nf
"Here It la. Listen." He read rap¬

idly aloud:
"The Pittsburg police have sent to

Baltimore two detectives who are
looking up the survivors of the ill-
fated Washington Flier it has trans¬
pired that Simon Harrington, the
Wood ant of that city,
was not killed ia th.· arrecie, but waa
murdered in his berth the night pre¬
ceding the accident Shortly before
the collision, John Flanders, the con¬
ductor of the nier, sent this telegram
to the chief of poi

" "lìody of Simon Harrington found
stabbed in his berth, lower ten. On¬
tario, at I ing.

" 'JOHN ??. Conductor.·
"It is hoped that the survivors of

the wrecked car Ontario will be found.
to tell what they know of the discov¬
ery of the crlB

"Mr. John 0 head of the
stee, OOflafsBtt] for which Mr llarting
ton was pun baaing gent, has signified
his intention of sifting the matt
the bottom."
"So you see." Iloti hkiss conci

"there's trouble brewing You ;·

..ly s*tts*vlVOri of that unfor¬
tunate car."

i did not ? uiitra.ii. t hint, but 1 knew,
of tin othen al «-· Alison West,
and the woman v.. had left beside the
road that morning, babbling Incoher¬
ently, her black hair tumbling over
her white

"I'nless we can find the man who
occupied lower seven," I suggested.

"I have already tried and failed. To
find blm would not clear you, of
cours·, unless we could establish some

BSsBsection between him and the mui*
man. It is the only thing !

eee. however. I have learned this
much." Hotchkisa concluded: "I>ower

? was reserved from Cresson."
Crcss.n' Where Alison West and

Mrs. Curtis had taken the train!
McKnight came forward and sud-

held out his hand. "Mr Hotch
he said. I -I'm sorry If I have

| I thought when you
cam«· in. that, like the Irishman and
«¿he g were 'forninsf
us. If you will put those ch·
relics out of sight somewhere, I should

Bttk me at
r his

bat helor apart ' with
Johns »I original
prot"p!a,

t on
:e invitatlo!

and

ning.
? hall

akid«)

his ero« v

? ? in

and I
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The Trap Door.
Ry

Í It

I

? no
d

?

round.
or h·

a her
'

d up and ask·
was waiting

.pbe-
lly.

into her bed." Mrs.
in a stage wh

tor l«ot ties
¦ thing all day

but moan."
t to take hot water

tone.

¡11 ring if I need anything."
to the

and wheeled indig¬
nantly. "1 or.. roo won't laugh
on tax some
morning. Mr Law r< nee." she dec Isrod.
with fortitude
you, '. bave the police

se n.-xt .:

1 was Ball locllOOd t.. toll her that
both it and *«- were und«T p«>llce sur-
Tellla· at. Hut I like
Mrs Kloiiton. f the fact that
I make ber life a torment for her, so

"1*>· ? hen the paper said It
was going to storm. I sent Euphemla
to the roof to bring the rugs in Eliza
had slipped out. although it WO
evening in Euphemla went up to the
roof.it was 11 o'clock.and soon ?
heard her running downstairs crying.
When ehe got to my room ehe Just
folded up on the floor. She said there
was a black figure sitting on th» para¬
pet of the house next door.the empty
house.and that when she appeared it
rose and waved long black arms at
h.r and spit like a cat."

I had finished my dinner and was
lighting a cigarette. "If there was
any one up there, which 1 doubt, they
probably sneezed." I suggested. "Hut
If you feel ..H« ,.sy. lil take a look
around the roof to-night before I turn
in As far as Euphemia goes, 1
wouldn't be uru-asy about her.doesn't
she sjhroyi have an nttack of come

when LU za rings la an extra
evening nn Iv r?"

i made a superficial examination
of the window locks that night
ing parts ol the house that 1 had O04
s«>en since I bought It. Th-ti 1
to the roof Kvidently it had not
been Intend« d for any purpose save
to co house, for unlike the
houses around, there was no staircase.
A ladder and a trap door led to it, and
it required BOOM aice balancing on
my part to get up with my useless
arm. I mad·· it. however, and found
this unexplored part of my domain
rather attractive. It was cooler than
downstairs, and I eat on the brick
parapet and smoked my final cigarette.
The roof of the empty house adjoined
mine along the back wing, but inves¬
tigation showed that the trap -door
across the low dividing way was
bolted underneath.
There was nothing out of the or-

dlaary anywhere, and so I assured
Mrs. Klopton. Needless to say, I did
pot tell her that I had left the trap-1

a*bor open to see If It would ImproVT»
the temperature of the bouse. I went
to had al nildniísht. p?» rely b»cause
there was nothing else to "do. 1 turned
ou the night lamp at the head of my
bed, and picked up a volume of Ssaw
st random (it was "Arms and the
Man." and I remember thinking grim¬
ly that I was s good bit of a chocolate
cream soldier myself), and prepared
to go to sleep Shaw always pute me
to sleep. I have no apologies to make
for what occurred that night, and not
even an explanation that I am sure of.
I did a foolish thing under impulse,
and 1 have not been sorry.

It was something aft«>r two when
the door-bell rang. It rang quickly,
twice. 1 got up drowsily, for the
maids and Mrs. ftlopton always lock
themselves beyond reach of the bell
at night, and put on a dressing gown.
The bell' rang again on my way down¬
stairs. I lit the hall light and opined
the door. I was wide awake now, and
I sew that it was Johnson. His bald
head shone in the light.his crooked

1 in a smile
B, man." I said lr-

.on't you ever go home and

li.> closed the vestibule door behind.
him and he

¡r dialogue was sharp, stacca·

ouso
'ne-

body's in there, and th· is

I are alike. The
this y tit l>id you see tl··
I

from room to room. !
like night, and I
watching The patrolman r

ga there
you

mea:

you
"All kinds la

;ne
back

hie
arm
may rv-
anN

Johr
suggested or. irl-

"I
hat·· H<
patr
watch below and

acar is pos-

Clot!
-

in ' .11
At I
and ? a

th
.th

my
ladder. 1 was hardly In a to
defend myself. t> to

areful
I eoiiraln't se.» end

?
how I .at the

up the
lad as-
Silt

top however, without

th» ' ,!h.
hut in
Sight The · S.O

blich wn nd
unbroken BBTS by an ¡:al

ehirnn»*r. I to
th· other trap, the one *> to

th» It was closed,
but I In ild hear John¬
son's footsteps ascending heavily.
Tin;, even that was gOaV \ : by
cloek st- rig.

*ho
first time, and found it was empty!

1 hi rather skeptical until
now I had had the usual tolerant at¬
titude of the man who i« summoned

I to search for burglars,
combined with the artificial euursge
of «rearms. With the discovery of
my empty gun. I felt like a man on
the top of a volcano la lively eruption.
Suddenly I found myself staring in¬
credulously at the trapdoor at my
feet I had examined It early in the
evening and found it bolted Did I
imagine it, or had It raised about an
inch? Wasn't it moving slowly aa I
looked* No, I am not a hero; I waa
startled almost into a panic. I bad
one arm, and whoever was raisingthat trap-door had two. My kneea had
s queer inclination to bend the wrong
way.
Johnson's footsteps were distinct

enough, but he was evidently far be¬
low. The trap, raised perhaps two
Inches now, remained stationary.There was no sound from beneath it;
once I thought I heard two or three
gasping respirations: I am not eure
they were not my own. I wanted des¬
perately to stand on one leg at a time
and hold the other up out of focua of
a possible revolver.

I did not seen the hand appear.There was nothing Issare, and then It
waa there, clutching the frame of tho
trap. I did the only thing I could
think of; I put my foot ou it!
There was not a sound from be¬

neath. The next moment I waa kneel¬
ing said had clutched the wrist Just
above the hand. After a second's

le, the arm was still. With
something real to face, I was myeelf
again.

"Don't move, or I'll stand on the
trap and break your arm," I panted.
What else could I throntest I couldn't
ehoot. I couldn't even ftght "John-
eon!" I called
And then ? realized the thing that

atayed with me for a month, the thingI cannot think of even now without a
shudder. The hand lay i.. cold,
atrangely quiescent. Ulster my fin¬
gere, an artery was beating i.-ebly.
The wrist was as Rlender aa.I held
the hand to the'light Then 1
drop.
"Good Lord." I muttered, and re-

malnrd on my kne. -,*; at the
¦ here the hand had 1· 0 It

was gone now; there was s faint rus-
He In the darkness below, and then
alien

I held up my own hand In »he star-
;ind stared flf a long scratch in

"A woman!" I said to mj.

(Continued on Seventh Page)


